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RUINS OF MITFORD CASTLE. 


Tue village of Mitford is beautifully situated about 
two miles west of the town of Morpeth, in Northum- 
berland, on a sort of peninsula formed by the con- 
fluence of two streams, the Font and the Wansbeck. 
The ruins of the Castle occupy the summit.of a lofty 
natural eminence, which rises somewhat abruptly on 
the southern side of the latter river, at a point a little 
to the south-west of the village. The parish-church 
and vicarage, as also the remains of the old manor- 
house of Mitford, are situate on the north-west side 
of the Castle, on a plain which, it overlooks; and 
nearly in the same direction, on.the.brow of a gentle 
acclivity that rises gradually from the opposite margin 
of the Wansbeck, stands the handsome new mansion- 
house of Mr. Mitford, the present proprietor of the 
manor, and an honourable descendant of the noble 
family of Mitford, which is of great antiquity in 
Northumberland, 

Previous to the time of the Norman Conquest, 
Mitford was a villa and lordship belonging to Sir 
John Mitford, from whose brother, a Matthew de 
Mitford, the present Mr. Mitford derives bis descent. 
But shortly after that period it was given to Richard 
Bertram, a person of noble Norman origin, and a 
follower of William the Conqueror into England, on 
his marriage with the only daughter and heiress of 
the said Sir John Mitford, and subsequently created 
a barony in the reign of Henry the First. 

The precise period of the erection of the Castle 
appears to be involved in much obscurity, Mr. 
— to whose History of Northumberland I am 

ou, X. 





indebted for most of the following particulars, says, 
no mention of it occurs prior to the Conquest, though 
he is inclined to think it probable that it existed very 
soon after that period, for its form and. style are 
purely Norman, and the barony annexed to it- paid 
cornaye to the Castle of Newcastle, which was built 
by William Rufus. With reference to the barony, he 
says, “ Tradition holds her dim torch over it into times 
prior to the Conquest: the steady rays of history do 
not begin to beam upon it until the reign of Henry 
the Second.” 

The Castle and barony of Mitford continued in the 
possession of the ancient family of Bertram, who 
held them immediately of the crown by military 
tenure, till the reign of Henry the Third; when, in 
the year 1264, the third Roger Bertram having joined 
the confederate barons who at that time opposed the 
reigning monarch under the auspices of Simon de 
Montfort, Earl of Leicester, he was taken prisoner at 
the siege of Northampton, on the 3rd of April in 
that year, and his Castle of Mitford and all his 
estates, a considerable part of which he had sold 
during the time of Montfort’s rebellion, were seized 
and committed to the eustody of William de Valence, 
Earl of Pembroke, the king's half-brother. It is 
probable, however, they were soon afterwards restored 
in consideration of a very heavy fine paid for his 
pardon and ransom; and that the price of his re- 
demption consisted of a material portion of his estates, 
which, in the year 1269, he conveyed to the Earl of 
Pembroke, whose descendants we are ee con- 





50 


tinued to enjoy considerable interest in the Castle and 
estates of Mitford for a long period of time afterwards. 

In the time of Edward the First, Roger Bertram, 
who had by some means contrived to obtain the 
restoration of a considerable part of his estates, made 
a grant of his Castle and other property at Mitford 
to his grand-daughter, Agnes de Bertram, who soon 
afterwards sold the same to Alianor, the dowager 
Queen of England, and mother of Edward the First, 
which queen enfeoffed Alexander de Balliol and 
Alianor de Genevre his wife in the premises. After 
the death of Alexander de Balliol, shortly afterwards 
without issue, Alianor his wife, who survived him, 
married Robert de Stutteville, by whom she had two 
sons, the eldest of whom, on the demise of his father, 
became entitled to the Castle and manor of Mitford, 
which he afterwards granted to Sir Aymer de Valence. 

In the year 1317, one Sir Gilbert Middleton, in 
concert with other notorious freebooters, raised a 
terrible rebellion in Northumberland against their 
king and the armies of Bruce, which at that time 
overspread the border-counties of England, after their 
great and decisive victory over the English at Ban- 
nockburn in 1314. During this rebellion, and whilst 
Mitford Castle was in the possession of the Valencia 
family, a time when it is supposed to have been very 
much neglected as a residence, and consequently the 
more easy of conquest, it was captured and garrisoned, 
as were all the other castles of Northumberland, save 
those of Alnwick, Bamborough, and Norham, by Sir 
Gilbert Middleton, who was eventually taken prisoner 
here, in the latter part of the year 1317, and con- 
veyed to the Tower of London; whence we are in- 
formed he was sentenced, on the 26th of June in the 
following year, to be dragged by horses to the gallows, 
and all his own, as also the property of his brother, 
ordered to be confiscated. 

Few places suffered more severely than Mitford, 
from the hostile incursions which, for centuries after 
the Norman Conquest, the Scots were ever and anon 
making into the northern counties of England. On 
the 25th of December, 1215, a period when it appears 
to have been a place of considerable size and im- 
portance, it was reduced to ashes, as was also the 
adjacent town of Morpeth, by the armies of King 
John, in their desolating march into Northumberland. 
It is not now accurately known, whether the Castles 
of those places shared a like fate at that time; but 
if they did, as is stated elsewhere, “ it is certain that 
Mitford was soon after repaired, and put into a very 
strong state of defence ; for Alexander, King of Scot- 
land, in May 1217, marched inté England with his 
whole army, and after besieging the Castle of Mitford 
in vain for seven days together, returned into his own 
dominions.” 

Conflicting accounts prevail respecting the time 
when this ancient fortress was finally destroyed. 
Some state that it was reduced by fire during the 
time of Middleton's rebellion; but we are told by 
Mr. Hodgson that Leland in his Collectanea affirms 
that this was not the case. However, the latter in 
his Jtinerary, says, “It was beten down by the Kynge ; 
Jor one Sir Gilbert Middleton, robby'd a Cardynall 
cominge out of Scotland, and fled to his Castle of Mit- 
ford.” Inaddition to this, Dr. Lingard, in his History 
of England, informs us that (amongst many others) 
it was reduced by the Scots in May, 1318, after they 
had succeeded in effecting a surrender of the castle 
of Berwick, in the early part of that year. Hence, 
if the latter account be correct, Mitford Castle must 
have been destroyed, if not during the time of Mid- 
dleton’s rebellion, very soon afterwards, and whilst 
that person was imprisoned in the Tower of London, 
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whither I have already stated he was taken in De- 
cember of the previous year. But be this as it may, 
it is certain that it was in ruins about the year 1323 ; 
for we learn that the inquest held in that year upon 
the death of Sir Aymer de Valence, expressly states 
it to be then “ entirely destroyed and burnt.” 

Such is a brief account of the eventful history of 
this very ancient edifice, which with great care I have 
endeavoured to deduce from the mass of information 
to be found respecting it in every History of Northum- 
berland, up to the time of its final destruction by the 
Scots, in 1317 or 1318; after which it does not ap- 
pear that it was ever rebuilt. 

Its present condition and appearance are taus 
faithfully described by Mr. Hodgson :— 

The form of the mound (on which the ruins stand) is 
somewhat elliptical, and the great wall of the castle encir- 
cles the whole area of its summit in a line conformable with 
its brow. The keep is on its highest point, and at its 
northern extremity; it is five-sided, each side being of dif- 
ferent dimensions, and the internal area being about 224 
feet square, and divided into two vaulted rooms of good 
masonry, having a stone staircase leading tothem. One 
of these rooms is supplied with two ducts in its wall, appa- 
rently for the purpose of conveying water toit. These cells 
are the only remains of the keep, all the upper parts of 
which, as well as the outside stone staircase, leading to the 
entrance door into its second story, are destroyed, and 
nothing now remains of it but the two cells already noticed. 
The entrance to the little court which surrounded it was 
from the second court, by a gateway through a thick bram- 
kin of stone, flanked on the south by a strong semicircular 
breast-work of earth. This was the strongest part of the 
fortress, and overlooked the outer gateway and court, which 
stood on the most northerly limb of the hill, and almost 
close to the foss-bridge; but all traces of this gateway, 
and of the walls of the outer court, excepting some lines of 
their foundations, are now obliterated. The inner court 
occupies the main part of the crown of the bill, and is now 
employed as a garden and orchard, and measures, in the 
widest parts, about 240 feet both from north to south, and 
from east to west. This part with the keep, to the outside 
of the walls, contains very little more than one acre. The 
gateway leading to it was on the north-east side of the hill, 
and the channel, five yards long, for the bar of its gate, 
still appears in the wall. 

Almost immediately succeeding this description of 
the ruins of the Castle, we have a finely-wrought com- 
parison, from the same pen, of its present condition 
and accompaniments, with its former glories and 
storied associations, which is so expressive of the 
feelings that more or less fervently possess the mind 
of every one conversant with the story of this ancient 
edifice, on contemplating its dilapidated remains, that 
I cannot refrain from quoting it, were it for no other 
purpose than to give to language so beautiful and im- 
passioned of itself a wider circulation than it is fated 
necessarily to enjoy, in a work of such magnitude 
and value as that is of which it forms a part. After 
alluding to the remains of some human beings that 
were Uisinterred a few years ago from among the 
rubbish within the walls of the Castle, wherein they 
had been entombed for the space of five centuries or 
more, Mr. Hodgson adds :— 


How much is there for reflection in the fate and situation 
of these remains of mortality; and when I suffer imagina- 
tion, only for a little time, to lift up the curtain of history, 
and think I see from the opposite bank to the south, the 
armies of Scotland investing the moated plain upon which 
this fortress stands; when I see showers of arrows and 
javelins flying round its bulwarks, the neighbouring ham- 
lets and villages wrapped in flames, and hear the clashing 
of arms, and the shouting of the besiegers and the be- 
sieged,—how grateful it is to gaze again, and see the 
peaceful scene as it now is,—the ruined keep, and its semi- 
circular wall that flank it on the south, overgrown with 
trees and weeds; the massive rampart that incased it on 
the north “split with the Winter's frost;” the rude walls 
and éewers that environed the bill rising in shattered masses 
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among elder-trees and thorns, or shadowed with groups of 
gigantic ash-trees; the moated and intrenched plain covered 
with eattle ; and, away beyond, the beautiful white walls of 
the new manor-house, the hoary remains of the old one, and 
the venerable church backed with orehards, and gardens, 
and river-banks, all how lovely and luxuriant. 

The scenery around the village of Mitford and its 
immediate neighbourhood is singularly beautiful and 
diversified, and the prospect from the ruins of the 
Castle extensive and interesting. Here the serpentine 
course “of solitary Wansbeck’s limpid stream” di- 
vides a landscape of mingled loveliness and grandeur. 
Verdant fields and parks, upon which groups of cattle 
are seen serenely browzing, decline gently to its very 
margin ; whilst at repeated intervals this peaceful 
picture is heightened and improved by the precipitous 
Scaurs that rise in sublime contrast on the opposite 
brink ; their huge outlines mirrored in the pellucid 
stream that meanders sweetly beneath. The church, 
a modest and venerable pile, occupies a retired situa- 
tion at the foot of the eminence on which the castle is 
situate, bounded on the one side by the vicarage, and 
on the other by the old manor-house, whose “ ivy- 
mantled tower’ is seen peeping from amid the tall 
trees which embosom it, and a portion of the ad- 
joining churchyard, where 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 


M. S. 





PRIDE, AND ITS EFFECTS. 

Prine is defined by a celebrated moralist, to be 
“ inordinate and unreasonable self-esteem.’ Now 
where a man thinks too highly of himself, it is in 
the course of nature that he should think too lowly 
of others; and it may be laid down as a general 
axiom, that the concomitants of pride are scorn and 
insolence towards one’s fellow-creatures, and impiety 
and irreverence towards God. “ The proud have had 
me greatly in derision,’ was the remark of the 
Psalmist ; and he laid his finger precisely on that 
spring where irreligion has its origin, when he said, 
“the wicked, through the pride of his countenance, 
will not seek after God: God is not in all his 
thoughts.” 

These are the distinguishing marks of pride, where 
it is permitted to get dominion over the heart, and to 
influence the actions. However it be nourished, and 
whatever be the shape it is invested with, its effects 
are uniformly hateful and pestilential; uniformly 
subversive of piety towards God and charity towards 
man, as well as injurious to the happiness of him 
who is actuated by it. In the pride of exalted birth, 
Absalom, the son of David, broke the ties of religion, 
allegiance, and filial duty, and rebelled against his 
father, whom the Lord had anointed king over 
Israel, and was violently cut off in the flower of his 
age. In the pride of arbitrary power, Jezebel usurped 
the vineyard of Naboth by perjury and murder, and 
“her carcass was eaten by dogs.” In the pride of 
majesty, “ the heart of Nebuchadnezzar lifted up, 
and his mind hardened” to forget his almighty Bene- 
factor, and he was “ driven from men, and -his 
dwelling was with the beasts of the field.” In the 
pride of despotic authority, Pharaoh “ refused to let 
the people of Israel go to serve the Lord,” and the 
Lord “ hardened his heart’ for a punishment, be- 
cause he had himself already hardened it by his sin. 
In the pride of victory, Saul “ rejected the word of 
the Lord, and the Lord rejected him from being king 
over Israel.” In the pride of royal favour, the insa- 


tiable ambition of Haman would not rest, “ so long 
as he saw Mordecai, the Jew, sitting at the king’s 
gate,” until he himself “ was hanged on the gallows” 
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that he had prepared for the object of his malice, 
In the pride of popular applause, Herod permitted 
himself to be saluted with divine honours; and 
“ immediately an angel of the Lord smote him, and 
he was eaten of worms, and gave up the ghost.” In 
the pride of wealth, the covetous man in one parable 
thought of nothing but to “eat, drink, and be 
merry ;"’ and the rich man in another, thought not 
of the beggar that “ lay at his gate full of sores,” 
until the soul of the former was “ required of him 
that night,” and the latter “ lift up his eyes in hell, 
being in torments,” In the pride of youth, Reho- 
boam threatened to “ chastise his subjects with scor- 
pions,” and was punished by the loss of his here- 
ditary authority. In the pride of bodily strength, 
Goliath “ defied the armies of the living God,” and 
was slain by the hand of a stripling, whom he had 
disdained and cursed by his gods. In the pride of 
female beauty and accomplishments, the heart of 
Herodias's daughter was hardened into the commis- 
sion of an act of wanton barbarity, in demanding 
the head of John the Baptist; and the crime was 
recompensed by the degradation and banishment of 
her partners in guilt, if not by her own untimely 
destruction. In the pride of learning, the Greeks 
esteemed “the preaching of Christ crucified to be 
foolishness,” and were judicially “ given over by God 
to a reprobate mind, to do those things which are 
not convenient.” In the pride of a fancied equality, 
and consequent disobedience to their rulers, Korah 
and his company rebelled against Moses and Aaron, 
and “ went down alive into the pit,” because “ they had 
provoked the Lord.” Proud of their spiritual privi- 
leges, and of their descent from Abraham, the Jews 
despised, rejected, and crucified the Lord of glory ; 
and “ his blood was on them and on their children,” 
and “their house was left unto them desolate.” 
Would we see even a more decisive and alarming 
proof of the origin of pride, and of its offensiveness 
to God, we may discover it in the disobedience of 
Adam, which entailed sin, misery, and death on all 
his descendants ; or in the rebellion of the evil spirit, 
who first set the example of resisting the Almighty, 
and was the primary cause of the wretchedness of 
man. Of such a quality as this, so selfish and ma- 
lignant, so contentious and over-bearing, so impatient 
of control, so resolute in the attainment of its end, 
and so unprincipled in the adoption of means, of a 
quality so pernicious to all “ the fruits of the Spirit, 
and so signally branded by the displeasure of God ; 
surely of such a quality it may well and safely be 
affirmed, that “ it is not of the Father, but is of the 
world.” 

Such being the nature, the tendency, and the con- 
sequences of Pride, these considerations might be 
supposed capable of suppressing it, even if the 
matter on which it feeds, were much more worthy of 
encouraging extravagant self-esteem than it really is; 
but, as it hath been well observed,— 

. +.» Pride hath no other glass 

To show itself but pride; 
otherwise the mirror of reason and common sense, 
no less than the mirror of revelation, could hardly 
fail of exposing its folly and deformity—Br. Mant. 





Provipence has fixed the limits of human enjoyment by 
immovable boundaries, and has set different gratifications 
at such a distance from each other, that no art or power 
can bring them together. This great law it is the business 
of every rational being to understand, that life may no* 
pass away in an attempt to make contradictions consistent 
to combine opposite qualities, and to unite things whieh 
the nature of their being must always keep asunder— 


Rambler, 
296—2 
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Hail! old patrician trees, so great and good, 
Hail! ye plebeian underwood, 
Where the poetic birds rejoice, 
And for their quiet nests and plenteous food 
Pay with their grateful voice. 


Here nature does a house for me erect, 
Nature, the wisest architect, 
W ho those fond artists doth despise, 
That can the fair and living tree neglect, 
Yet the dead timber prize. 


Here let me, careless and unthoughtful lying, 
Hear the soft sounds above me flying 
With all the wanton boughs dispute, 
And the more tuneful birds to both replying, 
Nor be myself too mute, Cow Ley. 





Tne Spanitsu Cuestnut, (Fagus castanea). 


A.TuovuGu there are some doubts on the subject, this 
tree is generally believed to be a native of the British 
islands, from the circumstance of its timber having 
been found forming the beams of many old buildings. 
Gilpin thus describes it. 

The Chestnut, in maturity and perfection, is a noble tree, 
and grows not unlike the oak. Its ramification is more 
straggling, but it is easy, and its foliage loose. This isthe 
tree which graces the landscapes of Salvator Rosa. In the 
mountains of Calabria, where Salvator painted, the Chestnut 
flourished. There he studied it in all its forms, breaking 
and disposing it in a thousand beautiful shapes, as the 
exigencies of his composition required. 

The Chestnut is not so much cultivated in England 
as in former years. Some have endeavoured to 
account for this by asserting that it is not so good 
a timber-tree as was supposed ; for it decays at the 
heart, and will continue decaying till it becomes 
merely a shell; and for this reason it has been less 
sought after and encouraged. This, however, is 
doubted by Gilpin, and Evelyn speaks decidedly in 
favour of the timber of the Spanish chestnut: he 
says,— 

The use of the chestnut is (next to oak) one of the most 
sought after by the carpenter and joiner: it hath formerly 
built a good part of our ancient houses in the city of Lon- 
don, as does yet appear. I had once a very large barn near 
the city framed entirely of this timber, and certainly thev 
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grew not far off; probably in some woods near the town, 
For in that description of London written by Fitzstephens, 
in the reign of Heuty the Second, he speaks of a very 
noble and large forest which grew on the boreal part of it, 
well stored with all kinds of timber, as well as with stags, 
hinds, goats, wild cattle, &c. 

Speaking of the fruit, he continues :— 

But we give that fruit to our swine in England which is 
amongst the delicacies of princes in other countries, and 
being of the larger nut, is a lusty and masculine food for 
rustics at alltimes. The best tables in France and Italy 
make them a service, eating them with salt in wine, 
being first roasted on the chapplet; and doubtless we 
might promulgate their use amongst our common people, 
* being a food so cheap and so lasting.’ 

It is difficult to say why this tree has gained the 
name of the Spanish Chestnut, since it abounds in all 
the temperate climates of Europe. On the lower 
part of the Alps and the Apennines, forests of Chest- 
nut trees abound; and here old Evelyn would have 
delighted in finding the peasantry employing this nut 
as an article of food; not, however, from any predi- 
lection for the chestnut, but on account of the scarcity 
of other food, they are obliged to mix the meal of 
the nut in considerable quantities with their wheaten 
bread. Whatever value may be attached to the timber 
of the Chestnut, in magnitude and height it is found 
to exceed the oak. 

The Tortworth Chestnut, on the subject of which 
the lines at the head of this article were written, is in 
a garden at Tortworth, in Gloucestershire, belonging 
to Lord Ducie. 


Traditional accounts (says Sir T. Lauder,) suppose it to 
have been a boundary tree in the time of King John, and I 
have met with other accounts which place it in the same 
honourable station in the reign of King Stephen. How 
much older it may be, we know not. Considerably older 
it probably was, for we rarely make boundary trees of 
saplings and offsets. So late as in the year 1788, it pro- 
duced great quantities of chestnuts, which, though small, 
were sweet and well-flayoured. 

Another celebrated Chestnut of a gigantic size, 
grows at a place called Wimley, near Hitchin Priory, 
in Hertfordshire. In the year 1789, at five feet above 
the ground, its girth was somewhat more than 
fourteen yards! Its trunk was hollow, and in part 
open; but its vegetation was still vigorous. On 
one side, its vast arms shooting up in various forms, 
some upright and others oblique, were decayed, and 
peeled at the extremities, but issued from luxuriant 
foliage at their insertion in the trunk. On the other 
side, the foliage was still full, and hid all decay. 





LEAVES AND BLOSSOM 


OF THE CHESTNUT. 


At Writtle, in Essex, a Chestnut-tree existed which 
at six feet from the ground, measured upwards of 








forty-nine feet in girth. 
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The Tortworth Chestnut, already mentioned, mea- 
sures at five feet from the ground, fifty feet in cir- 
cumference. Its main stem is seventy feet in height, 
and its contents, by the usual measurement, nearly 
2000 feet. 

The Chestnut is best propagated by seed, sown in 
the Spring; the young plants being thinned and 
weeded, and those that are left allowed to remain 
three years before they are removed. 





WONDERS OF A WATCH, 


Tuz common Watch, it is said, beats or ticks 17,160 times 
in an hour. This is 411,840 a day; and 150,424,560 a 
year; allowing the year to be 365 days, and 6 hours. 

Sometimes watches will run, with care, 100 years, so I 
have heard people say. In that case, it would last to beat 
15,042,456,000 times! Is it not surprising that it should 
not be beat to pieces in half that time ? 

The Watch is made of hard metal. But I can tell you of 
a curious machine which is made of something not near so 
hard as steel or brass; it is not much harder than the flesh 
of your arm. Yet it will beat more than 5000 times an hour ; 
120,000 times a day; and 43,830,000 times a year. It will 
sometimes, though not often, last 100 years; and when it 
does, it beats 4,383,000,000 times. 

One might think this last machine, soft as it is, would 
wear out sooner than the other. But it does not. I will 
tell you one thing more. You have this little machine 
about you. You need not feel in your pocket, for it is not 
there. It is in your body—you can feel it beat; it is your 
heart ! 


Few observers of nature can have passed, unheeded, the 
sweetness and peculiarity of the song of the Robin, and its 
various indications with regard to atmospheric changes: the 
mellow, liquid notes of Spring and Summer, the melancholy 
sweet pipings of Autumn, and the jerking chirps of Winter, 
In Spring, when about to change his winter song for the 
vernal, he warbles, for a short time, in a strain so unusual, 
as at first to startle and puzzle even those ears most expe- 
rienced in the notes of birds. He may be considered as 
part of the naturalist’s barometer. On a Summer evening, 
though the weather may be in an unsettled and rainy state, 
he sometimes takes his stand on the topmost twig, or on the 
“house top,” singing cheerfully and sweetly. When this is 
observed, it is an unerring promise of succeeding fine days. 
Sometimes though the atmosphere is Gry and warm, he 
may be seen melancholy, chirping and brooding in a bush, 
or low in a hedge: this promises the reverse of his merry 
lay and exalted station.— Anecdotes of the Animal King- 
dom. 


TRAIT OF MATERNAL LOVE. 


A FEMALE suttler of our corps, who had been with us 
during the whole campaign, retarned from Moscow, carrying 
in a wagon five young children, and all the fruits of her 
industry. Arrived at the Wop, she regarded with horror 
the rapid stream, which compelled her to leave on its 
banks all her little fortune, and the future subsistence of 
her children. For a long time she ran up and down, 
eagerly looking for a new passage, then returning in 
despair from her fruitless search, she said to her husband, 
“We must, indeed, abandon all; let us now try only to 
save our children.” Saying this, she took the two youngest 
from the waggon, and placed therm in her husband's arms. 
I saw the poor father elesely hug the innocent creatures, 
and with a trembling foot traverse the river; while his 
wife, falling on her knees at the edge of the water, now 
gazed eagerly on him, and then raised her eyes to heaven : 
but as soon as she saw him safely landed, she lifted her 
hands in gratitude to Providence, and leaping on her feet, 
exclaimed with transport, “They are saved, théy are 
saved.” The anxious father, depositing his precious 
burden on the bank, hastened, back, seized on two more of 
them, and again plunging into the waves, being followed 
by his wife, who bore the fifth on one arm, and with the 
other hand clung fast to her husband, reached the shore in 
safety, The children who had been first carried over, 
thinking themselves abandoned by their parents, made the 
air resound with their cries; but their tears soon ceased to 
flow, when the affectionate family was again reunited — 
Campaign in Russia, 
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ACCOUNT OF A SELF-TAUGHT SAXON 
PEASANT. 


Ir is usual for the commissaries of excise in Saxony 
to appoint a peasant in every village in their district 
to receive the excise of the place, for which few are 
allowed more than one crown, and none more than 
three. 

Mr. Christian Gotthold Hoffman, chief commissary 
of Dresden and the villages adjacent, in 1753, when 
auditing the accounts of some of these peasants, was 
told, that there was among them one Joun Lupwie, 
a strange man, who, though he was very poor, and 
had a family, was yet continually reading in books, 
and very often stood the greater part of the night at 
his door, gazing at the stars, 

This account raised Mr. Hoffman's curiosity, and 
he ordered the man to be brought before him. Hoff- 
man, who expected something in the man’s appear- 
ance that corresponded with a mind superior to his 
station, was greatly surprised to see the most rustic 
boor he had ever beheld. His hair hung over his 
forehead down to his eyes, his aspect was sordid and 
stupid, and his manner was, in every respect, that of 
a plodding ignorant clown. Mr. Hoffman, after con- 
templating this unpromising appearance, concluded, 
that as the supposed superiority of this man was of 
the intellectual kind, it would certainly appear when 
he spoke; but even in this experiment he was also 
disappointed. He asked him, if what his neighbours 
had said of his reading and studying was true? and 
the man bluntly and coarsely replied, “ What neigh- 
bour has told you that I read and study? if I have 
studied, I have studied for myself, and I don’t desire 
that you or anybody else should know anything of 
the matter.’ Hoffman, however, continued the con- 
versation, notwithstanding his disappointment, and 
asked several questions concerning arithmetic, and the 
first rudiments of astronomy; to which he now ex- 
pected vague and confused replies. But in this, too, 
he was mistaken, for he was struck not only with 
astonishment but confusion, at hearing such replies as 
would have done honour to a regular academic in a 
public examination. 

Mr. Hoffman prevailed on the peasant to stay 
some time at his house, that he might. further 
gratify his curiosity. In their subsequent confer- 
ences, he proposed to his guest abstract and difficult 
questions, which were always answered with the ut- 
most readiness and precision. The account which 
this extraordinary person gives of himself and his 
acquisitions, is as follows :— 

John Ludwig was born the 24th of February, 1715, 
in the village of Cossedaude, and was, among other 
poor children of the village, sent very young to school. 
The Bible, which was the book by which he was 
taught to read, gave him so much pleasure, that he 
conceived the most eager desire to read others, which, 
however, he had no opportunity to get into his pos- 
session. In about a year, his master began to teach 
him to write, but this exercise was rather irksome 
than pleasing at first; but when the first difficulty 
was surmounted, he applied to it with great alacrity, 
especially as books were put into his hand to copy as 
an exercise ; and he employed himself almost night 
and day, not in copying particular passages only, but 
in forming collections of sentences, or events that 
were connected with each other. When he was ten 
years old he had been at school four years, and was 
then put to arithmetic; but this embarrassed him 
with innumerable difficulties, which his master would 
not take the trouble to explain, expecting that he 
should content himself with the implicit practice of 
positive rules. Ludwig, therefore, was so disgusted 
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with arithmetic, that, after much scolding and beating, 
he went from school, without having learnt anything 
more than reading, writing, and his catechism. 

He was then sent into the field to keep cows, and 
in this employment he soon became clownish, and 
negligent of everything else, so that the greater part 
of what he had learnt was forgotten. He associated 
with the sordid and the vicious, and he became in- 
sensible like them; and as he grew up he abandoned 
himself to such pleasures as were within his reach. 
But a desire of surpassing others, that principle which 
is productive of every kind of greatness, was still 
living in his breast; he remembered to have been 
praised by his master, and preferred above his com- 
rades, when he was learning to read and write; and 
he was still desirous of the same pleasure, though he 
did not know how to obtain it. 

In the Autumn of 1735 he bought a small Bible, 
at the end of which was a catechism, with references 
to a great number of texts, upon which the principles 
contained in the answers were founded. Ludwig had 
never been used to take anything upon trust; and 
was, therefore, continually turning over the leaves of 
his Bible, to find the passages referred to in the cate- 
chism; but this he found so irksome a task, that he 
determined to have the whole at one view; and there- 
fore set about to transcribe the catechism, with all the 
texts at large, brought into their proper places. With 
this exercise he filled two quires of paper; and 
though when he began, his writing was scarcely 
legible, yet, before he had finished, it was greatly 
improved; for an art that has been once learnt is 
easily recovered. 

In the month of March, 1736, he was employea 
to receive the excise of the little district in which he 
lived; and he found that in order to discharge this 
office, it was necessary for him not only to write, but 
to be master of the two first rules of arithmetic. 
His ambition had now an object, and a desire to keep 
the accounts of the tax he was to gather better than 
others of his station, determined him once more to 
apply to arithmetic. His mind was continually upon 
the stretch to find out some way of supplying the 
want of an instractor; and recollecting that one of 
his school-fellows had a book from which examples 
of several rules were taken by the master to exercise 
the scholars, he went in search of him, and having 
borrowed the important volume, he pursued his 
studies with such application that in six months he 
was master of the rule of three with fractions. 

The reluctance with which he began to learn the 
powers and properties of figures was now at an end: 
he knew enough to make him earnestly desirous of 
knowing more; he was, therefore, impatient to pro- 
ceed from this book to one that was more difhcult ; 
and having at length found means to procure one 
that treated of more intricate and complicated calcu- 
lations, he made himself master of that also before 
the end of 1739. He had the good fortune, soon 
after, to meet with a treatise of geometry, written by 
Pachek, whose arithmetic he had been studying, to 
which he applied with great assiduity; but not being 
able to comprehend the theory, nor yet to discover 
the utility of the practice, he laid it aside, to which 
he was also induced by the necessity of his immediate 
attendance to his field and his vines. 

The severe Winter of 1740 obliged him to keep 
long within his cottage, when he had once more re- 
course to his book of geometry; and having at length 
comprehended some of the leading principles, he 
procured a little box ruler, and an old pair of com- 
passes, on one point of which he mounted a pen. 
With these instruments he employed himself in 
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making various geometrical figures on paper, to illus- 
trate the theory by a solution of the problems. He 
was thus busied in his cottage till March; and the 
joy arising from the knowledge he had acquired, was 
exceeded only by his desire of knowing more. 

He was now necessarily recalled to that labour by 
which alone he could procure himself food; and 
was, besides, without money to procure such books 
and instruments as were absolutely necessary to 
pursue his geometrical studies. However, with the 
assistance of a neighbouring artificer, he procured 
the figures which he found represented by the dia- 
grams in his work to be made in wood; and with 
these he went to work at every interval of leisure, 
which now happened only once a week, after Divine 
service ona Sunday. He was still in want of a new 
book ; and having laid by a little sum, he made a 
purchase at the fair of three small volumes, from 
which he acquired a complete knowledge of trigo- 
nometry. After this acquisition he could not rest 
till he had begun to study astronomy : his next pur- 
chase, therefore, was an introduction to that science, 
which he read with indefatigable diligence, and in- 
vented innumerable expedients to supply the want 
of proper instruments. 

During his study of geometry and astronomy, he 
had frequently met with the word philosophy; and 
this became more and more the object of his atten- 
tion. He conceived that it was the name of some 
science of great importance and extent, with which 
he was wholly unacquainted ; and being continually 
upon the watch for assistance, he at last picked up a 
book, called, An Introduction to the Knowledge of God, 
of Man, and of the Universe. In reading this book, 
he was struck with a variety of objects equally inte- 
resting and new. 

But as this book contained only general principles, 
he went to Dresden, and inquired among the book- 
sellers, who was the most celebrated author that had 
written on philosophy. He was recommended to the 
works of Wolfius, written in the German language ; 
and, Wolfius having been mentioned in several books 
he had read as one of the most able men of his age, 
he readily took him for his guide in the regions of 
philosophy. 

At Wolfius’s Logic he laboured a full year, still 
attending to his other studies. In this book he was 
referred to another, called Mathematical Principles ; 
but on inquiring for it, he found it too dear for his 
finances, and was obliged to content himself with 
an abridgment, from which he derived both pleasure 
and profit; it employed him from October, 1743, to 
February, 1745. 

He then proceeded to metaphysics, at which he 
laboured till the October following; and he would 
fain have entered on the study of physics, but his 
indigence was an insuperable impediment, and he 
was obliged to content himself with this author's 
morality, politics, and remarks on metaphysics, till 
July, 1746, when he had scraped together a sum 
sufficient to buy the Physics; and this work he read 
twice within the year. 

About this time, a dealer in old books sold him a 
volume of Wolfius’s Mathematical Principles at Large, 
and the spherical trigonometry which he found in it 
was a new treasure which he was very desirous to 
make his own. This cost him incredible labour, and 
filled every moment that he could spare from his 
business and his sleep, for more than a year. 

He proceeded to the study of Kalrel’s Law of 
Nature and Nations, and procured a little book on the 
terrestrial and celestial globes. These books, with a 
few that he borrowed, were the sources from which 
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he derived such a stock of knowledge as is seldom 
found, except among the highly educated. 

Before Ludwig went home, there happened to 
be an eclipse of the sun; and Mr. Hoffman pro- 
posed to his guest that he should observe this phe- 
nomenon as an astronomer; and for that purpose 
furnished him with proper instruments, The impa- 
tience of Ludwig till the time of the eclipse is not to 
be expressed, He had hitherto been acquainted with 
the planetary world only by books, and a view of the 
heavens with the naked eye; he had never yet looked 
through a telescope, and the anticipation of the plea- 
sure which the new observation would yield him, 
scarcely suffered him either to eat or sleep. But it 
unfortunately happened, that just before the eclipse 
came on, the sky became cloudy, ‘and continued so 
during the whole time of its continuance. This mis- 
fortune was more than the philosophy even of Ludwig 
could bear; as the cloud came on, he looked up at it 
in the agony of a man that expected the dissolution 
of nature to follow; when it came over the sun, he 
stood fixed in a consternation not to be described ; 
and when he knew the eclipse was passed, his dis- 
appointment and grief were little short of distraction. 

Mr. Hoffman soon after went to visit Mr. Ludwig, 
and take a view of his dwelling, his library, his study, 
and his instruments. He found an old crazy cottage, 
the inside of which had been long blacked with 
smoke; the walls were covered with propositions 
and diagrams, written with chalk. In one corner 
was a bed, in another a cradle, and, under a little 
window at the side, three pieces of board, laid side by 
side over two tressels, made a writing-table for the 
philosopher, upon which were scattered some pieces 
of writing-paper, containing extracts of books, various 
calculations, and geometrical figures. His books 
were placed on a shelf, with his compasses and ruler, 
which, with a wooden square, and a pair of six-inch 
globes, constituted the library and museum of the 
truly celebrated John Ludwig. 

In this hovel he lived till the year 1754; and 
while he was pursuing the study of philosophy at his 
leisure hours, he was indefatigable in his day-labour 
as a poor peasant; sometimes carrying a basket at 
his back, and sometimes driving a wheel-barrow, and 
crying such garden-stuff as he had to sell, about the 
village. In this state he was subject to frequent 
insults; such as “patient merit of the unworthy 
takes ;” and he bore them without a reply, or any 
other mark either of resentment or contempt, when 
those who could not agree with him about the price 
of his commodities, used to turn from him with an 
air of superiority, and call him in derision, a silly 
clown, a stupid dog. 

Mr. Hoffman, when he dismissed him, presented 
him with one hundred crowns, which fulfilled all his 
wishes, and made him a happy man, With this 
sum he built himself a more commodious habita- 
tion in the middle of his vineyard, and furnished 
it with many moveables and utensils of which he 
was in great want; but, above all, he procured a 
very considerable addition to his library, an article so 
essential to his happiness, that he declared to Mr, 
Hoffman, he would not aecept the whole province 
in which he lived, upon condition that he should 
renounce his studies ; and that he had rather live on 
bread and water, than withhold from his mind that 
food which his intellectual hunger perpetually re- 
quired. 

[Gentleman's Magazine.] 





Hz that 1s uneasy merely because he hath not all he would, 
never will be easy till he grows wiser. ——Asr, SECKER, 
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PEPPER; OR THE DOG THAT WAS DISLIKED, 
A FABLE. 


A Truce with that repulsive frown, 
And keep the angry fecling down, 

*Tis gone—but still, alas! is seen 

The furrow where that frown has been, 
Leaving an unbecoming line 

On such a youthful brow as thine, 


Grieve not—but listen to my strain, 
For all may yet be smooth again; 
Let rising passions, coarse and rude, 
By meek forbearance be subdued, 
And every sweet and heavenly grace 
Shall shine reflected in thy face. 


A handsome Dog, as black as jet, 
Who snarled at every one he met, 
His fretful temper would disclose 
To all alike, both friends and foes. 
Children ! I tell it to his shame, 
That Perrer was his proper name. 


Now Pepper did not really bite, 
But then he looked as dark as nights 
His curling lip would often show 
A range of teeth, like driven snow, 
Which, sharp as needles, seemed to say, 
‘ Beware! for traps are in your way;’ 
While cold distrust, or feelings high, 
Would brood in his unquiet eye. 


Say, who can wonder, when the sight 
Of Pepper gave them no delight, 
His friends, at length, should love him less 
And strangers offer no caress ? 
Just so it was; they merely cast 
A look, and then in silence passed. 
With head askance, and eager eye, 
Poor Pepper watch'd the passers-by ; 
But when no second look they deigned, 
Thus to his Master he complained: 
“QO, Sir! what can the reason be 
That no one stops to speak to me ? 
There's Ponto, with his ugly nose, 
Ilias pleasant friends, where’er he goes; 
And Toby, of the crooked limb— 
No creature seems afraid of him; 
But not a soul who treads the yard 
Will notice me—it’s very hard !” 
* The fact,” the Master said, “I own; 
The fault is, surely, yours alone. 
How pleased the other dogs appear, 
While you are sullen and severe; 
E’en now L hear a smothered growl; 
Een now your brow begins to scowl. 
I know you do not mean me ill, 
Looking so strangely at me,—still, 
These melancholy signs proclaim 
The force of habit o'er the frame. 
’Tis hard, remember, to erase 
Impressions settled on the face: 
Think how the bark of trees will keep 
A carving that has once been deep: 
The sandy beach which ocean laves, 
Retains the ripple of its waves ; 
And as the front serene and kind 
Is index of a quiet mind, 
So do the tell-tale looks declare 
The sigus of anger, pride, and care.” M. 





THE CAVE OF CAMOENS. 
IsLanp or Macao. 


Tue Island of Macao, in China, is situated at the 
entrance to the Canton river, and is the usual 
place of rendezvous for the European merchants 
trading to China, It is nominally in the posses- 
sion of the Portuguese, but yet, from its situation, 
not free from the control of its original possessors. 
The cavern, or summer-house, represented in the 
engraving, is in the middle of the garden of a country- 


house, belonging to a gentleman of the European, 
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factory at Canton. It was originally the abode of 
the celebrated Portuguese poet Camoens, and the 
spot in which he composed his poem of the Lusiad, 
written to commemorate the discoveries of his nation 
in the Indies. 

Camvens was born at Lisbon in the year 1517, 
and was the son of a distinguished family, but his 
ardent disposition seems to have been the cause of 
his constantly getting into difficulties. While in his 
native country he was banished to Santarem, and 
there, during his seclusion, he composed many of his 
shorter pieces, and at length, in a fit of desperation, 
he enlisted as a soldier in an expedition sent by the 
Portuguese against the Moors. During his service 
in the army he lost his right eye by a musket- 
ball. On his return to Lisbon, finding that neither 
his military nor poetical merits procured him ad- 
vancement, he embarked in the year 1553 for the 
Rast Indies. He arrived at Goa, on the western 
coast of the peninsula of Hindostan, the chief 
place of the Portuguese possessions in the East ; 
here his fondness for satire involved him in a 
dispute with the viceroy, and he was banished to 
Macao; where he lived for many years. At length 
the poet was recalled from his exile, and, in his 
return to Goa, was shipwrecked at the entrance to 
the river Mécon, in Cochin-China: he escaped, it is 
said, by swimming, holding the manuscript of his 
Lusiad in one hand above the waves, taking less care 
of his own life than of his péem. On his return to 
Goa, the unfortunate poet was arrested for debt, and 
it was only by the assistance of some friends that he 
was enabled to embark for Lisbon ; this eae in 


(ty 
Mt uy 


soul Me 
los Ae 


THE SATURDAY MAGAZINE. 





THE CAVE OF CAMOENS. 
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1569, sixteen years after his departure from Europe. 
On his return to his native country, his talents were 
patronized by the king of Portugal, Sebastian the 
First, then a minor; he afterwards accompanied the 
army into Africa, where his patron was killed in an 
encounter with the Moors in 1578, in the twenty- 
fifth year of his age.’ 

At his death all resources, and every hope, seem 
to have failed the poet. His poverty was so great, 
that a slave he had brought from India used to 
beg for him in the evening, to procure even the 
means of existence. While in this state of poverty 
he still continued to compose poetry, and some of 
the best of his detached poems are supposed to have 
been composed during this period. At length, in 
1579, he perished in an hospital, in the sixty- 
second year of his age. Fifteen years afterwards a 
monument was erected to his memory ! 

The following Sonnet is a translation from the 
Portuguese of Camoens by the late Mrs. Hemans :— 


Fair Tajo! thou whose calmly-flowing tide 
Bathes the fresh verdure of these lovely plains, 
Enlivening all where’er thy waves may glide,— 
Flowers, herbage, flocks, and sylvan nymphs and swains, 
Sweet stream! I know not when my steps again 
Shall tread thy shores; and while to part I mourn 
I have no hope to meliorate my pain,— ' 
No dream that whispers,—I may yet return ! 
My frowning destiny, whose watchful care 
lorbids me blessings, and ordains despair ; 
Commands me thus to leave thee and repine: 
And I must vainly mourn the scenes I fly, 
And breathe on other gales my plaintive sigh, 
And blend my tears with other waves than thine { 
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